kept watch over him all the time. We would try to think up
schemes for keeping him happy and entertained, but when
our cleverness failed to win over Father's craving, Rose and
I knew we were in for it. Father would go on drinking,
growing more and more sullen, more and more difficult to
handle, until the manager paid us off. Since Father and I
were always on a joint contract, this meant I lost my job
when he was fired. When that happened, he would drink
himself into a state in which he was unable to go out at all.
Poor Rose then put him to bed and nursed him until he
sobered. Father would emerge from her hands chastened,
and go out to hunt a new engagement for himself and for
me. We had no agent. We could not afford an agent's
commission. It was our habit to search the "Wanted" ads.
in the theatrical newspapers. Sometimes Father heard of
something through hanging around the crowds by the
London Hippodrome.

We had been out of work for several weeks and were
more than usually hard up when Father landed a job to play
in a touring revival of Andre Messager's The Little Michus,
a comic operetta for which his voice was perfect. He came
home to the dreary back room in Camberwell where he and
I were then living to tell me the good news. Rose was away
on tour with a concert party. That room which was divided
into two private apartments by a curtain suspended from a
sagging wire represented the ebb tide of our fortunes.

But Father beamed over his good luck. He planked down
a couple of half crowns from the advance he had persuaded
the company manager to give him and said gaily:

"Let's have sausages for supper, Gertie. This calls for a
celebration, my girl."

I pocketed the coins and made ready to go out and do
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